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AGNES ADDISON. 
(Continued from page 150.) 


“HAMILTON was scarcely gone,” 
continued Miss Thompson, ‘* when 
my uncle asked me with asneer, if I 
really supposed that he was to allowme 
to throw myself away upon a poor 
younger brother, who had nothing but 
a commission in the navy; when I 
might, both from birth and fortune, 
aspire to the first families in Orkney. 
I was for afew minutes struck dumb 
with astonishment ; put, at last reco- 
vering the use of speech, declared, that 
no person on earth should make me 
break the vows I had plighted to Ha- 
milton ; that his I was, and his only 
would lever be.” My uncle, ‘ grinned 
horribly a ghastly smile. ‘ We shall 
see—we shall see, my heroic lass ;” 
“ and so saying, left the room. Soon 
after this, the young and handsome 
Mr. Fenton, one of the richest lairds 
of Orkney, was accidentally introduced 
to me. I really believe my uncle wish- 
ed that I might make an impression on 
the heart of the young laird ; but hap- 
pily he was disappointed; and I es- 
caped this additional mortification.— 
uncle one day told me, that as he 


“hoped, nay, had no doubt, I should at 


some time be united to one of the first 
families in the place, and was now six- 
teen, he thought of sending me to a 
boarding school in England, adding, 
“ Ungrateful as you have hitherto ap- 
peared, I hope you will have a due 
sense of my goodness to you in this 
respect.” I instantly saw that this was 





N 


only a pretence to keep me out of the 
way when Hamilton returned ; and de- 
clared that I would not go from Ork- 
ney until I went under Mr. Hamilton’s 
protection. My declaration availed 
me not; I was hurried in a few days to 
K. and from thence to England, where 
I. was placed at a boarding school, which 
might rather have been called a prison. 
I was strictly watched; and it was 
with the greatest difficulty that I sent 
a letter to Hamilton; I wrote twice, 
but never received an answer. I con- 
fess I began to doubt his constancy and 
honor, but I am since convinced that*l 
did him great injustice. I now lock 
upon him as by some fatal over-ruling 
destiny forever lost to me; but I am 
determined never to be the wife of 
another. I will still repose the firmest 
confidence in his integrity and honor, 
and cherish his loved idea, and mourn 
mine as you do your departed husband 
and lover.” Here Sibelia ceased, and 
Agnes tenderly sympathized in her sto 
ry. Inafew days they were obliged 
to part; Agnes bade her new friends 
adieu, with a pang she thought nothing 
in the world could give her, while Si- 
belia’s heart seemed almost breaking. 
Even Mr. Thompson was deeply af- 
fected, and lamented that it was not in 
his power to accompany herto K. Ag- 
nes, on her arrival at the latter village, 


| found that the vessel she intended go- 


ing by to Zetland, had sailed a fey 
days before ; and overcome by disap- 
pointment and fatigue, she was carried 
to a miserable place, to which they gave 











‘the name of an inn. Here she was ta- 
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ken suddenly and dangerously ill ; and, 
here, perhaps, her sorrows might have 


.terminated in death, and, without a 


friend to soothe her last pang, she had 
sunk unknown and unknowing, to the 
grave, had it not been for the kindness 
and humanity of Mrs. B***, a lady 
who was possessed of every quality 
that can adorn the sex, and whose name 


will long be remembered with senti- 
Un- 
derstanding that a female stranger, who | 
was reported to be the widow of an of- 


ments of admiration and respect. 


ficer, lay dangerously ill at a miserable 


inn, she immediately waited on her ; 
and being much interested, had her 
conveyed to genteel and comfortable 
lodgings, where she every day saw 
her, and treated her with the utmost 
Here Agnes 
gave birth to a daughter, to whom, in 
the presence of Mrs. B¥**, and her 
worthy husband, was given the name 
of Ella, the name of her lost Malcolm’s 
mother, a name ever dear to him, and 
never mentioned but with the tender- 
As soon as she had so 
far recovered as to bear the fatigue of 
travelling, she took an affecting leave 
of her charming protectress, and vene 
tured once more upon that element! her pensiveness. 
which had been so fatal to her hopes. 
During her stay at K. she had not heard | 


kindness and attention. 


est emotion. 


from the Thompson family, and pur-| poor Albert. 
posely avoided writing to them, fear- | 
ful of involving them in any new quar- 
It was 
now the month of June ; the scene was / 
grand and beautiful, and entirely new 
to Agnes; who, while her infant re- 
posed its innocent cheek on her bo- 
som, sat on deck and contemplated it 
As the 
shore receded from her view, the 
evening advanced; nothing now met 


rel with their churlish uncle. 


with delight and admiration. 


the eye but the blue vault of Heaven 
above, and the heaving ocean below ; 
the sea fowl flew screaming past to 
seek their nests, and the uncouth seal 
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water ! half veiled by a rich net work 
of purple and dusky hued clouds; 
night still tranquil came on, but not 
wrapped in clouds of sullen darkness; 
a bright yellow glowed in the west, 


and a gloomy but pleasing greyish blue, 


overspread the rest of the firmament. 
Agnes: now retired to a little cabin, 
which the care of the amiable Mrs, 
B*** had rendered comfortable; fear. 
ing, lest the chillness of the night 
should hurt her slumbering innocent, 
Having recommended herself and child 
to the protection of the Almighty, she 
fell into a pleasing slumber. 
( To be continued. ) 

| ALBERT AND JESSY—.4 Fragment. 

“ How much you are like my Jessy!” 
exclaimed young Agnes one evening 
to her beautiful friend, the Lady Con- 
stance, as she rested her arm against 
the heavy fret-work of the Gothic win- 
| dow ; “* how you are like my Jessy ! 

just so mild, so sweet did she look in 
| sorrow ; such wasthe smile that beam- 
ed over her pale countenance to reward 
me for the pains I took to amuse her. 
I was delighted to see it, yet that smile 
always made me more sorrowful than 


Oh! how I loved 
her—I never shall forget when my fa- 

















|ther first found out her affection for 
He was only a soldier 
‘in wy father’s clan, but he was so hand- 
some, so good, that he soon won the 
heart of my sister—Besides, he saved 
her life once, when she must have 
been dashed down a precipice, had he 
not caught her at the peril of his own. 
Jessy was grateful, and gratitude soon 
kindled into love. My father soon 
discovered her secret, and forbade her 
ever to see him again. Jessy was ob- 
liged to tell him so; and Albert, in 
despair, went away, and enlisted ina 
foreign service. So we found afters 
wards, for my father seeing Jessy so 
wretched, gave his consent that she 








sometimes showed his large head a-| should marry him. Jessy was his dar- 
bove the waves. The sun set in flam- | ling; he could not bear to see her 


ing gold behind the mighty world of } weep, and every search was made after 
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Albert, but in vain ; and when this sad 
news was brought, Jessy fell to the 
ound inaswoon. She recovered at 
last, but a fever seized her, and nearly 
deprived her of her senses and her life. 
J used to sit by her bed-side,and bathe 
her burning hand with tears.—It was 
all I could do. She did not know me 
during her illness ; but one day, when 
she got rather better, she said to me, 
“My Agnes, should Albert ever re- 
turn, will you tell him that the last 
prayers of Jessy were offered for him 
—Alas! he cannot pray for me: it 
was I who made him a traitor to his 
country, but my error will soon be ex- 
piated by my death: I feel my heart is 
breaking ; I shall not be with you long, 
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my Agnes.” 
(To be concluded in our next.) 





In the first ascent of life, we are apt 
to ask ourselves, “* How old am I?” 
with so much overweening ignorance, 
that we seldom take time for making a 
sound reflection upon the answer. In 
the descent of life, we do not care to 
ask ourselves the question at all, and 
consequently have no answer to reflect 
upon. In the ascent, we press forward 
upon time, and prematurely assume the 
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years had I sought its pleasures, when I was 

married to a gentleman, with whom I had been 

early enamoured, and whose name was Error. 

My first child was her: father’s favourite, and 

she has often occasioned the most fatal errors 

that could possibly happen; errors which prov- 

ed the destruction of kingdoms and of empires. 

This lady’s name was Mis-advice ; she proved a 

great politician, and has frequently governed 

nations and directed armies. My second daugh- 

ter was rather theologically than politically in- 

clined, and has occasioned as warm controver- 

sies in religion, as her sister has in the state - 
but, what is very extraordinary, every sect, or 
opinion, orthodox or heterodox, Jew, Christian 
and Turk, instead of claiming her as of their 
party, uniformly disclaimed her as not belong- 
ing to them. The disputes, to whom she really 
does belong, have occasioned bloody wars, ty- 
rannical martyrdoms, and all the evils which 
ignorance, superstition, and false zeal could in- 
troduce. It will now be obvious, I mean Mise- 
Belief. To confess the truth, the young lady 
is of no religion, yet she is in great reputation 
among our modern wits, because, in their eyes, 
she seems, like the fashionable beauties of some 
years past, more agreeable from the black 
spots which appear upon her. My next were 
twins, and were named Mis-Count and Mie- 
Reckon ; they were so like each other, that 
they could scarcely be distinguished, and as 
many properties have been ascribed to them; as 
to Mab, the fairy queen. They make fortune- 
hunters dream of rich heiresses ; lawyers of 
golden suits, etc.etc. They occasion much 
trouble and disappointment among the female 
sex, frequentiy flattering them with conquests 
they never effected, or with marriage, when 
they are destined by fate for old maids. In one 
thing they are favourable to the sex; and that is 











consequence and fruits of years. In 
the descent, we hang backwards from 
the current of the stream, and per- 
suade ourselves that we still retain the 
privileges, if not the ornaments of 
youth. 
orderly process of nature is opposed by 
the irregularity of our minds; our 
thoughts become dissociated from our 
years ; and hence arise, so frequently, 
those two unseemly characters in hu- 
man life, presumptuous youth and tri- 


‘fling old age. 
ED GAB 


The History of Folly and her Family. 


In both cases, the gradual and | 


in their accounts of their ages. Here I must 
| mention an odd fantastical girl, the humour and 

air of whom you may see in every fashionable 
assembly, and almost at every turn of the 
street ; I mean Mis-Becoming, who, by some 
oddity in her dress and gait, quite disfigures a 
tolerable face, and distorts her limbs and shape 
into the most disagreeable forms. This she 
asserts is necessary to keep up with the mode; 
therefore, sometimes she hobbles, sometimes 
she lisps, sometimes she stammers ; to-day 
she is a perfect French woman, to-morrow half 
Gothic and half modern, and perhaps the next 
day a downright slattern. 
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The husband of the celebrated Madame du 
Deffand, was as remarkable for absence of 
mind, as she was for wit. One of his acquain- 
tance once lent him the same book three times 


Fortune, who took very little care of any of || over, for three different volumes, and having 


her dau 
scarce 


ters, took none at all of me. 


I was } asked his opinion of it—‘ Very sensible, in- 
ourteen, when I was introduced, by |] deed,” said M. du Deffand, “ but is not the 


Fashion, into the busy world, and scarce four }| author a /ittle addicted to repetition ?” 
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POETRY. 


[In a former number we presented our read- 
ers with some small effusions from the pen 
of Lieut. James B****—since then, we have 
obtained the two following, and now publish 
them without apology. } 


FATE. 
THINE is the star which often leads astray, 
Far from the rosy bow’r where pleasure lives; 
Which cheerless points, through ills, the human 
way, , 
And pleasure proffers, but affliction gives. 
Oh star! severe, that rul’st the poet’s fate, 
Why hast thou drawn me from the paths of 
peace ? 
Oh ! snatch me quickly from this lorn estate, 
Bid sorrow vanish, or existence cease. 
At eve as on thy pensive face I gaze, 
In secret anguish with a broken heart ; 
Oh ! let me see within thy placid rays, 
This record written, ** Sorrow shall depart.” 
B****, 
—2-ar— , 
RETIREMENT, 


Oh ! might I dwell, in some retired place, 
Remote from trouble and secure from strife, 

Where never sorrow shows her languid face, 
Nor discontent can e’er embitter life. 

Where rumour rides not on the wings of war, 
Where love and friendship dwell, and plea- 

sure lives ; 

Where virtuous woman, mankind’s holiest star, 
Domestic bliss, content antl pleasure gives. 

There to repose, and as the troubled sea, 
Which hurls its fury almost to the sky, 

Forgets its rage—by silent, slow degree, 
Forgotten, languish; unremember’d, die. 

Bt***, 
er 


MARY. 
When first I woo’d, I was, you'll own, 
Most fondly lov’d by you, Mary, 
And thought your love would ne’er be flown, 
And that you'd e’er be true, Mary. 
Each virtue seemed t’ adorn 
The maid esteem’d by me, Mary, 
With blushes like rhe coming morn, 
You own’d your love for me, Mary. 
Now is your kindness flown away, 
Away fore’er from me, Mary ; 
Then I'll seek one that is more kind, 
And come no more to thee, Mary. 
Pll give my heart to some fair maid, 
Who'll be more true than thee, Mary ; 
If one more true I cannot find, 
I’ll live a life that’s free, Mary. 
9 + 


TO FRANCES. 
Touch’d with thy woes, beloved friend, 
Fondly to thee this heart advances ; 
At least on one fond heart depend— 
It cannot love thee less, sweet Frances. 
Admir'd, while grac’d with health and bloom, 
Thy grief to me thy worth enhances ; 


= 
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Short be thy dafe,or.sad thy doom, 

How can I e’er forget thee, Frances ? 
From virtue though thy scep should stray, 

And nought betide thee but mischances ; 
If honour, candour, thee betray, 

Inever wiliforsake thee, Frances. 


oe + ewe 
. 
SENSIBILITY. 


Too elated or depress’d, 
Ever is the feeling breast ; 
Rapturous joy or poignant woe, 
Alternate in the bosom flow. 
Yet still shall Ithy name revere, 
Thou source of every tender tear! 
Still obsequious bend to thee, 
Trembling sensibility ! 
Pallid cheek and faded eye, 
Mark thy constant votary. 
Not so the son of mirth and glee, 
Who smiles at care and laughs at thee. 
Yet in pleasure’s roseate bower, 
Beguiler of the transient hour, 
The venom’d asp may lurk unseen, 

_ With sudden death to close the scene. 
Resignation, meek-ey’d maid, 
Poincs to joys that never fade ; 
In afiliction, be my guide, 
And still the impious voice of pride. 


—— > fae 


WEDLOCK. 





Written on the marriage of Miss 
T_ a. 
Let senseless libertines complain 
Aloud, of Hymen’s galling chain, 
Their censure is iil placed : 
This rule unjusly is abus’d, ° 
That which deserves to be accus’d, 
Is, their own want of taste. 
I know a pair, whose souls combin’d, 
By nature, a8 by Hymen join’d, 
Appear almost as one ; 
To them, that tiresome, stupid life, 
Those scenes of weariness or strife, 
Entirely are unknown. 
*Tis their’s, the truest joy to know, 
Unsullied pleasures they bestow, 
The noblest passions blend ; 
Cannot those scenes of bliss invite, 
Those scenes of transport, where unite 
The lover and the friend ? 
Compare you such a state as this, 
With that deceitful transient bliss, 
For which some idly roam; 
Their joys, are folly—noise, their mirth; 
No happiness is known on earth, 
But what is found at Aome. 
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